MARCHING ALONG THE SANDS

was shouted as we moved off each morning. Suddenly at
my side after long silences a Badu would burst out like our
Puritan forefathers with, 'Deliver me from mine enemies,
O God,5 'Deliver me, O Lord, from evil/ The last note of
the Credo calling them to prayer at dawn would be greeted
with long-drawn-out supplications to Allah, as the shivering
wretches struggled to their feet to worship as their first
act of the day. Even a devout Christian travelling in their
company, his mind obsessed with worldly affairs, might
well learn something from their complete acceptance of
and trust in the Unseen but Ever Present God. As we sat
in circle the silence would be broken by a mumbled,
'There is no God but God/ while twice a hysterical Murri
exploded with, 'Hide not your faith, O Muslimin!' Yet
these outbursts I knew affected not their relations with me
at all, and I felt among these wild men a tolerance rare
amongst townsmen, whose smattering of the Qur'an gives
them an intolerable religious conceit, because they feel
themselves in exclusive possession of divine truth.

In contrast let me recall my encounter with Shaikh Salih
at the outset of this journey.

'Bear witness!' one of his men had begun, inviting me to
repeat the Islamic creed, in affirmation of my avowed belief
in God, and prayer, and fasting. So I took hold of my
beard - which I had let grow, as must any European who
would travel here; for by his beard a man must swear. I
said in Arabic after him, 'God is great.'

'There is no god but God/ said he, and I repeated it.

'And Muhummad is the Prophet of God/ came his third
and last tenet.

'Let me explain/ said I. 'He is your prophet, a great and
good man of your race of Arabs; but we are of another race,